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further ahead to the day when I might earn by novel writing and
live therefore anywhere I chose. Meanwhile as soon as the
children were comfortably installed in a cottage, I decided to
revisit Moscow ; it was a dream that I cherished, and although
I knew conditions had changed in two years and nothing could
ever be the same, I felt the necessity of knowing what those
changes were. My plans were temporarily frustrated, however,
by news of a coup d'etat in Spain, to which I started ofi instead!
On my way through Paris I found my mother. She was full
of sentimental emotion, not having seen me for a long time,
I was only able to kiss her and say good-bye and snatched
Peter from her to accompany me to Madrid. Peter was
always ready for an adventure.
There was nothing adventurous, however, about Madrid. It
was rather like Rome at the time when Mussolini was new.
The same type of blase aristocrats in the hotel foyers, the same
minor royalties conspicuously preoccupied by their luncheon
and dinner parties, to whom love affairs were more important
than the political crisis. The Bong was already being flippantly
alluded to as " Secondo de Rivera." I lost no time in applying
to " Primo " for an interview. The official reply, which was not
long forthcoming, contained a fixed hour and date, and was
couched in gallant Castilian style by the secretary of His
Excellency the Marquis de Estella, who signed his name
over the initials " g.s.p.b.," which turned out to be the official
intimation that he kissed my feet I
The interview was as little thrilling as Madrid itself, but I
had the satisfaction at least of being the first foreigner news-
paper correspondent to be received, and an Ambassador was
kept waiting in the next room while we talked. The General
was not in any way impressive unless it is impressive to be
(under the circumstances) a simple gentleman. He seemed
to be just that, neither fanatical nor dictatorial, neither an
actor nor a propagandist—he was charmingly a man of the
world, simple, unaffected and sincere. He believed, he said,
that he would succeed (success still hung in the balance) because
he had with him the three forces that were necessary: the King,
the Church and the People.

